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Article 26

utopian incubus
by Wayne A. Wolbert-Perez
The implant was done in an amazingly efficient manner, swiftly,
with no damage to the brain •s cerebral cortex, and the succeeding
application of a weak electrical current insured any memory retained
would be minimal, if not nonexistent, thus blocking transference to the
parietal and temporal lobe, as well as the amygdala.
The good doctors sent the boy home, forgetting about him until
he became a man . .

• • •
He woke up.
He sat up. He felt drunk. He was hungry. He looked around.
He saw the time. The time was past quitting. So he left work. He
headed home. His wife came to greet him at the door. He never
remembered his wife being home this late. He ate leftover macaroni.
He slept
That night he dozed soundly until the noises his wife made
coming in reminded him that he was still alive. "Every morning," he
thought, "she comes in at this time, goes through the motions of having
gotten up to go to the bathroom, and then comes back to my bed.
Every morning, I pretend not to notice, how painfully obvious it may be.
Every morning since - no, before - the wedding."

*

*

*

Reminding yourself of this fact, you are instantly swarmed with
notions of what love must be like and the farce you're under. You can
recall, vaguely, like an old, grainy, faded, still-photograph, the kind no
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one takes anymore because they don't have time for the memories it
may trigger. You know why you married her. Not for love, you try
not to remember, but for survival.
You cannot stop this flooding of mementos anymore, but you try
in vain. Every morning, you try. Every morning, you fail, as you do
now.
You married an Anglo. You had to, if you wanted to live, as
did your father, and your father's father. Thinking of him, you also
recall, as if you had lived it through your Grandfather's life, before the
ftrst of many Decrees, how a Latino, or an African or Oriental, or
anyone, for that matter, could marry outside of their implied race. You
do not remember, but something explains the scar you received on your
left shoulder, reading 'NW-H'. The scar still remains. You know your
wife has no such branding.
You have nothing in common with her, aside from similar skin
shades, due to two generations of life under the Decrees. Inside,
however, you never will see yourself through blue-colored eyes. You
never learn, you never will learn, so we must kill you.
But not yet.

• • •
He felt his pale, meek hands slipping out of his Grandfather's
strong grip, felt the coarse, wrinkled earthy hands relax, then tighten one
last time and realized he had been brooding much too long again.
During work, the offtce personnel, in a way, seemed nicer to him
than ever before. The constant ethnic insulting slowed down to a few
sporadic outbursts. The coffee, brewed from artificially cloned beans,
served to him during breaks wasn't more than an hour old, and the toilet
bowl cleaner, packaged in non-renewable plastic polymers, had a sweet
rose scent to it.
Long after the personnel left and the night watchman began his
shift, he checked out and began his walk home through the lonely
alleyways and desolate rows with their company of gutter cats st4iking
rabid, enormous rats, still hungry after their last meal of some junkie

who fell off a roof, and winos, stinking of month-old rotgut and
defecation, asldng for a bite or maybe a dollar, then passing out. This
is where he would be. This is where his people and the people like him
have ended up after years of struggling. Their minds reduced to
numbness, thirsting for more television because of the simple way out
it provided. Drunk, if only to sleep easier and lessen the constant
hunger pains.
He walked on, oblivious to his surroundings as they were to him.

• • •
Suddenly, you hear footsteps. And heavy breathing. Then
gunshots and sirens. You dart for cover, paranoia setting in, then realize
it's happening in a different alleyway, thinking safety until the different
alleyway becomes your alleyway and you are face-to-face with the man
they, always they, never us~ not yet, are chasing after.
"Hide me," he stammers.
You frantically push him away, in case they think you are
involved with him, and he falls to his knees. You can't make out what
he's saying now; in fact, you can't make out any sound except an
intense throbbing in your head. And when you are about to scream, the
sound stops and the outside world harkens its arrival with a gunshot.
Then another.
Looking down, you can still see the man mouthing out words, but
instead of sound, dark, moist patches of his skull, interwoven with brain
tissue, leap away. and a tide of life-blood cascades from his mouth onto
the faded black cement, dark as his skin, dark as the night, forming at
flrst a little pool, then a stream flowing like a moat around the body.
You resist the morbid urge to watch the body empty out, instead opting
to stop the flow with your shirt until medical aid arrives, forgetting that
in this part of the city there never is medical aid. The rats come,
making their skree! skree! a constant hum in the symphony of the city,
lusting for fresh flesh.
You raise his head, and it hangs limply, still pulsating, still moist.
Turning him over, a guttural sound emanates from your vocal chords,
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and you wash him in vomit.
You will be next You are the last.
We are sure of this.

• • •
The man's head was blown open, as a demolition crew tears
down a building, from the inside out, and in the pale fluorescent light
of the streetlamps, it became painfully obvious that bullets weren't
necessary.
He stayed waiting around until the rats started their frenzy, then
got up and ran home in a daze.
At home, his wife greeted him. It was unusual for her to be
home this late, twice in the past week.
She had cooked a meal, something never done before.
In his daze, he didn't notice this deviation from the normal
drudgery. It all seemed so natural to him, the day's events, that when
she made her advances, he went along as if it happened every night,
diving into an ocean of concupiscence.
Waking up, however, he felt dirty.
He got up out of the bed, naked, and shuffled to the shower to
cleanse himself, paying no attention to the trickles of blood mixing with
water, turning a shade of tranquil pink as it entered the drain.
His dull razor was now rendered useless, and in the light of the
new day the coarse stubble made him look as he felt.
He was careful not to comb too hanl and passed over the tender
spot where he must have bruised his head earlier.
His worksuit enveloped his nakedness and helped him reorient
himself in the world as he walked out of the bathroom.
He was surprised to see his wife still in the bed, covered.
cowering, as in shame, and sobbing to herself until he made his presence
known.
"Please... I didn't want. .. I mean ... You never did anything wrong
to me ... Run. Run before they come back. Go, now."
Normally, he wouldn't care. She had never talked to him before.

They married because his father promised money, compromising his soul
so his son would survive. But she, like all humans, he felt, had some
goodness in her, and through this he found means to bUst her words.
He had always believed in ultimate human redemption throughout his
hardships. It was his religion; his acceptance of intuition.
Outside, he could hear noises. A helicopter above the housing
project beat the air with its blades. Cars, their sirens wailing, sounded
the same as the night before. Footsteps, in unison, as a military unit
would make.
He took the stairs down, his pace quickening with each advancing
level. ·Leaping flights, he dashed onto the crossway, expecting the
sniperS to advance on him and the helicopter he heard overhead to bomb
him to oblivion.
Nothing.
The sky was grey, drab and bleak, as usual. An old man pulled
a dog, or a rat, on a barbed-Wire leash, the sharp barbs gradually tearing
the beast's flesh. Across the street, a bag lady rummaged through a
dumpster, fmding nothing.
Nothing.

• • •
You are afraid. So you run. Again, the sounds stan, and you
glance upward for a hidden assassin. You do not realize why you run,
but you continue.
Like an animal, you are hunted down.
All your life you've been hunted down.
Like your father, and your father's father, as well as your
brothers, now all gone.
The last of an extinct race, only you stand in the way.
You run, and run until you tire, and then you find solace in the
outskirts of the projects, the old city which was forgotten but never
forgiven.
You feel that you will be safe here, at least for enough time to
rest.
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good.

You feel afraid, so you hide from your fear.

It does you no

• • •
He had found comfort for the night in a cardboard box, where so
many of his kind had managed to survive centuries.
The adrenalin surged through his body and made resting
impossible, and the urge to flee took control of his psyche and he ran
once more.
The noises crescendoed to a deafening roar, and he stumbled,
breathing in -dust, exhaling terror, knowing the future, knowing the
finish, both as one, and you begin to lose consciousness, you begin
slipping, but you manage to struggle to keep control and you regain your
pace and you run and you run and you stumble and you run and you
stumble and you run and you run and you are going to die and nothing
i can do can prevent this and i can feel the tremoring inside my head,
and i run and i run, and then fireworks, as when i was a boy, and my
head goes light, and i slump to the ground, peacefully, and i sleep and
i sleep and i dream.
Forever.

